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would probably have succeeded in reaching me; but thei horses, unable to pass between the vinestocks, ascended the steep and rocky paths with difficulty.    Indeed, when they reached the upper end of the vineyards they found them selves brought up by the great rocks, on the top of which I had taken refuge, and unable to climb any farther.    Then the troopers, passing along the bottom of the rocks, marched parallel with me a long musket-shot off.    They called to me to surrender, saying that as soldiers they woiild treat me as a prisoner of war, while if the peasants caught me I should infallibly be murdered.     This reasoning was sound, and I admit that if I had not been charged with despatches for the Emperor, I was so exhausted that I should perhaps have surrendered.
However, wishing to preserve to the best of my ability the precious charge which had been entrusted to me, I marched on without answering. Then the three troopers, taffing their carbines, opened fire upon me. 'Their bullets struck the rocks at my feet, but none touched me, the dis-tance being too great for a correct aim. I was alarmed, not at the fire, but at the notion that the reports would probably attract the peasants who would be going to their work in the morning, and quite expected to be attacked by these fierce mountaineers. My presentiment seemed to be verified, for I perceived some fifteen men half a league away in the valley advancing towards me at a run. They held in their hands something that flashed in the sun. I made no doubt that they were peasants armed with their spades, and that it was the iron of these that shone thus. I gave myself up for lost, and in my despair I was on the point of letting myself slide down over the rocks on the north side of the hill to the torrent, crossing it as best I could, and hiding myself in some chasm of the great mountains which rise on the farther side of the gorge. Then, if I was not discovered, and if I still had the strength, I should set out when night came in the direction of Taragona.
This plan, though offering many chances of failure, was my last hope. Just as I was about to put it into execution,